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slack plume of the bow wave, struggle to ask himself who
it was that came for him in the boat. Who is she? he
said, reaching out towards an unattainable impersonality,
and until she spoke, twisting her shoulders towards him
and allowing the shimmer of the water to flow upon her
throat and breast, he could hover on the edge of delusion.
"Are you ready?" she would ask and, leaning on her oars,
exclaim softly: "Don't move, Rupert. Listen." Her oars
ceased to drip; the ripple at the bows flattened and shone;
time waited, mild and golden.

Lewis was aware of the change in Narwitz and had little
doubt of its cause, but he did not speak of it to Julie. She
was clinging still to her hope that the past would be
swallowed up. She would not look beyond the saving of
her husband's body, which she had set up as a limiting
symbol of her task, deadening thought and setting bounds
to her imagination by nursing him, playing to him, making
herself more and more a slave of his infirmities. That
she had already failed in her struggle, Lewis could not
bring himself to tell her. She would know and suffer soon
enough.

Meanwhile, during the last weeks of August, Narwitz's
guarded knowledge hung over all their lives. He behaved
towards Julie with a mingling of tenderness and pity and
curiosity that made Lewis turn his face away and, when
he could, move out of earshot; for this was the tragic
curiosity with which a man might observe on the stage
an actress's representation of a woman he had loved,
marvelling at the outward vitality and resemblance,
stricken by the lack of inward likeness, perceived by him
only. The same look of incredulous investigation Lewis
found turned upon himself. Narwitz did not regard him
with bitterness or reproach, but as a man might regard
his friend whom fate had chosen as the instrument of his
destruction. On the surface was the same gentleness and
patience, the same rule against pain, the same heroic
reticence by which Narwitz had always been distinguished;
but the spiritual passion which had made him seem godlike